C49NVHIXA SAV Id ON 


THE PERFECT 
GENTLEMAN | 


A COMEDY IN ONE ACT, 


BY, 
ANNA BEST JODER 


SAMUEL FRENCH 
Founded 1830 
25 West 45TH STREET 
NEW YORK 
LOS ANGELES TORONTO 
LONDON 


PRICE 40 CENTS 


i Lh arnt 


THE PERFECT 
GENTLEMAN 


A COMEDY IN ONE ACT, 


BY ' 
ANNA BEST JODER 


CopyriGHT, 1939, By SAMUEL FRENCH 


All Rights Reserved 


ON: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that 
“THE PERFECT GENTLEMAN,” being fully protected under 
the copyright laws of the United States of America, the British 
Empire, including the Dominion of Canada, and the other coun- 
tries of the Copyright Union, is subject to a royalty, and anyone 
presence the play without the consent of the owners or their 
authorized agents will be liable to the penalties by law provided. 
Do not make any arrangement for the presentation of this play 
without first securing permission and terms in writing from 
Samuel French, at 25 West 45th Street, New York City, or at 
811 West 7th Street, Los Angeles, Calif. 


SAMUEL FRENCH 


25 West 45TH STREET 811 WEST 7TH STREET 
NEW YORK, N. Y. LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 


SAMUEL FRENCH, Lm., LONDON 
SAMUEL FRENCH (Canapa) Lr., TORONTO 


THE PERFECT GENTLEMAN 
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


Especial notice should be taken that the possession of this 
book without a valid contract for production first having 
been obtained from the publisher confers no right or license 
to professionals or amateurs to produce the play publicly or 
in private for gain or charity. : 

In its present form this play is dedicated to the reading 
public only, and no performance, representation, production, 
recitation, public reading or radio broadcasting may be given 
except by special arrangement with Samuel French, at 25 
West 45th Street, New York City, or at 811 West 7th Street, 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

This play may be presented by amateurs upon payment of 
a royalty of Five Dollars for each performance, payable to 
Samuel French, at 25 West 45th Street, New York, or at 811 
West 7th Street, Los Angeles, Calif., one week before the 
date when the play is given. 

Professional royalty quoted on application to Samuel 
French, at 25 West 45th Street, New York, or at 811 West 
7th Street, Los Angeles, Calif. 

Whenever the play is produced the following notice must 
appear on all programs, printing and advertising for the play: 
“Produced by special arrangement with Samuel French.” 

Attention is called to the penalty provided by law for any 
infringement of the author’s rights, as follows: 

“SECTION 4966 :—Any person pecans 2 performing or repre- 
senting any dramatic or musical composition for which copy- 
right has been obtained, without the consent of the proprietor 
of said dramatic or musical composition, or his heirs and 
assigns, shall be liable for damages thereof, such damages in 
all cases to be assessed at such sum, not less than one hun- 
dred dollars for the first and fifty dollars for every subse- 
quent performance, as to the court shall appear to be just. 
If the unlawful performance and representation be wilful and 
for profit, such person or persons shall be guilty of a mis- 
demeanor, and upon conviction shall be imprisoned for a 
period not exceeding one year.”—U. S. Revised Statutes: 
Title 60, Chap. 3. 


WARNING 


The copying, either of separate parts or the whole of this 
work by any process whatsoever, is forbidden by law and 
subject to the penalties prescribed by Section 28 of the Copy- 
right Law, in force July 1, 1909. 


nee ——— 


Printed in the United States of America 


To 
MARTHA MORGAN anp CARSON HOGE 


who won individual acting honors as: Margaret and 
Robert in the Texas State Contest Finals, 1939 


THE PERFECT GENTLEMAN 
STORY OF THE PLAY 


Margaret Ames, in high school, has a crush on 
her Chemistry teacher, Mr. Crawford, and invites 
him to dinner. She insists. on lowered shades and 
lighted candles—and tries to instruct her young 
brother, Bob, in how to bea gentleman. Her sister, 
Alicia, comes home from college for the week-end 
and at once Alicia and Mr. Crawford are interested 
in each other. Margaret’s fancy quickly changes 
from Chemistry to English and then to Art. Bob 
tries to be on good behavior, but after upsetting 
olives all over the floor and entertaining Mr. Craw- 
ford with Alicia’s baby book he finds his efforts 
aren’t appreciated. Mother can’t get anyone to din- 
ner after she has it ready, but Bob rounds them up 
in his own way and announces: “Soup’s on.” Win- 
ner of six contests in Texas and went to State finals 


in 1939. 
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THE PERFECT GENTLEMAN 


By Anna Best JODER 


CAST 
(In order of appearance) 
RoBert AMES .....---- cece eeeeees Carson Hoge 
Wigs AMES ooo sep serene sens > Hazel Jean Emmons 
MARGARET AMES .....-0--+00-e: Martha Morgan 
Pet Nac MES) oc ace aetslee deine’ ho Grace Dixon 
Mr. CRAWFORD ...-.0c20ecenee Marcus Moncrief 


Scene: Living-dining room in the home of Mrs. 
Ames. 


Directed by Mrs. Leon R. Graham. 


DESCRIPTION OF CHARACTERS 


Rosert E. Ames, a boy of eleven 

Mrs. AmEs, his mother. 

Marcaret AMES, in high school. She is pretty in an 
unsophisticated way and unspoiled. Her eyes 
are dark brown and her hair is brown; a long 
bob, very curly. She feels the freedom of youth 
and expresses her moods throughout her body. 

Auicia AMES, im college. She is quiet and dignified. 
She is a contrast to MARGARET in actions as well 
as in coloring. She has light hair and blue eyes. 

Mr. Crawrord, the high school Chemistry teacher. 
He is shy and quiet, fairly good-looking but not 
handsome. 


The Perfect Gentleman 


SCENE: It is a living room and dining room com- 
bined. Five narrow windows Left Center at 
back close together send a flood of afternoon 
sunlight over dining table in front of windows. 
A door Left leads to kitchen; a door Right to 
bedrooms. Door Right Center at back leads to 
hall and a screen door off Right Center to Right, 
unseen by audience. An oval table with lamp, 
books, etc., is down Left; armchair Right of it; 
a davenport Right, with tables at either end; a 
buffet up Center; a table above Left door. 


At Rise: There is a BANG of a door off r.c. and 
Bos comes bouncing in R.c. from the hall. He 
stops in the middle of the floor and yells. 


Rosert. Mamma—oh, Mamma! 

Mrs. Ames. (In the kitchen) Yes! 

Rosert. (Still yelling) Where are you? 

Mrs. Ames. (Comes to the door) In here. Do 
stop that yelling. (Turns back to kitchen) How 
many times have I told you to stop yelling like a 
heathen ? 

Rosert. (Somewhat softer) Well, heck, I wanted 
to know where you was. 

Mrs. Ames. “Were,” darling. (She enters) I 
could have been clear down town and still heard you 
calling. 

Ropert. (To change the subject) I’m going ta 
Harold Timmon’s for a while. 
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Mrs. Ames. Indeed you’re not. I want you to go 
to town to get the mail. 

Rosert. Aw, didn’t you go this afternoon? 

Mrs. Ames. No, I didn’t have time. I’m trying to 
get some supper ready. Margaret Elaine is having 
one of her teachers out to supper this evening. 

Rosert. Not that old crab, Miss Swartz? 

Mrs. Ames. (Turns toward L. door) No, but you 
must not talk so about the teachers. 

Rosert. Well, heck, she is! But who is coming? 

Mrs. Ames. The Chemistry teacher. 

Rosert. (In surprise) Mr. Crawford! Whoopee! 
(Jumps up in the air.) 

Mrs. Ames. (Stops at door) Stop that noise. 

Rosert. All the kids say Margaret is in love with 
him. 

Mrs. Ames. Don’t be foolish, Robert; go and get 
that mail. 

Rospert. Okie doke, Mom, I’m on my way. (He 
dances out R.c. through the hall, banging the screen 
DOOR again. He sings as he goes) “T ain’t got no- 
body—nobody ain’t got me.” 

Mrs. Ames. Bob, for Heaven’s sake! (But it is 
wasted breath, as he is gone. She shakes her head 
and exits L.) 


(Marcaret enters R.c. She is preity in an unsophis- 
ticated way and unspoiled. Her eyes are dark 
brown, and her hair is brown; a long bob, very 
curly. She feels the freedom of youth and ex- 
presses her moods throughout her body. She 
comes in calling “Mother!” but doesn’t wait 
for a reply. She tosses her hair back from her 
face, leans her head ’way back, and throws out 
her arms.) 


Marearet. Oh, I’m so happy! (Then she clasps 
her arms tightly about herself, hops about in ecstasy, 
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finally throwing herself on the davenport, sitting up 
with her legs straight out in front and her head and 
arms thrown back. She heaves a big sigh) Ah! 

Mrs. Ames. (Comes in from v.) Oh, you’re here! 

Mareoaret. Yes! (Still gazing at the ceiling and 
wrapped in happy thoughts.) 

Mrs. Ames. Well, you'd better fly around and 
help me a little. You should have hurried home 
from school. Here it is five-thirty. 

Marearet. He’s coming! 

Mrs. Ames. (Has started to kitchen, but turns 
suddenly) Who’s coming? 

Marcaret. (Sits up straight) Why, Mr. Craw- 
ford, of course! (The name is sweet to her.) 

Mrs. Ames. Oh! (With relief) I thought you 
meant someone else. I knew he was coming. What 
do you suppose I’m working so hard on a meal for? 

Marearet. (Stil dreaming) He is really coming. 

Mrs. Ames. Was he about to change his mind? 
He’d better not, after I have worked so hard. 

Marcaret. (Turns over on her stomach, elbows 
on sofa and chin in her hands; kicks legs about) All 
the other girls are crazy with jealousy. 

Mrs. Ames. Oh, don’t be silly, Margaret—come 
on, now, and help me set the table. 

Marecaret. In class this afternoon he said I had 
a real flair for laboratory work. (Stands up) 
Mother! I’ve made my decision. (Very definitely) 
I’m going to specialize in Chemistry. 

Mrs. Ames. Well, that’s right nice work, I guess. 

Marcaret. (Continuing) I’m going to devote my 
life to scientific investigation. 

Mrs. Ames. You are rather young to decide. 
(Turns to kitchen) But we must get at this supper. 

Marcaret. (Coming out of her trance) Can't 
you remember to say dinner, Mother? 

Mrs. Ames. Oh, all right. But tend to this table. 
I put on our best linen tablecloth—the plates and 
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silver are out there. You arrange them. The candles 
you wanted are in the upper buffet drawer. 

Marcaret. (Goes to table) Vl fix it, Mom. (Mrs. 
AMES exits L., closing door. MARGARET gets candles 
and candlesticks from buffet and arranges then: on 
the dining table. She also places the dishes and 
silver as she talks) Mom, I want to wear one of 
Alicia’s evening dresses; she left one here the last 
time she was home. 

Mrs. Ames. (Opens door) What? I can’t hear 
you with this door shut. (She is stirring something 
in a small bowl—probably the thickening for the 
gravy. She kicks the door back to prop it open.) 

Marearet. I said I’d like to wear Alicia’s evening 
dress. She left it here. 

Mrs, Ames. At an informal dinner? That would 
look absurd. And anyway, you are too young for a 
backless gown like that. 

Marcaret. (Immediately downcast) Oh, Mother, 
you act like I’m just a kid like Bob. 

Mrs. Ames. (In the kitchen again) Well, you 
aren’t so much older. 

See Deice- (With a frown) What shall I wear, 
then : 

Mrs. Ames. (Looking in) Your flowered print 
will look very girlish and sweet. (Goes back again. ) 

Margaret. (Mumbles to herself) “Girlish and 
sweet.” “Girlish and sweet.” Oh, dear! (Turns to 
the table) We'll light the candles when we get ready 
to serve. 

Mrs. Ames. (Offstage) Light the candles? But 
the sun will still be shining, 

Margaret. (Goes to windows; closes shades) 
We'll keep the shades pulled down, and that will 
give the room more dignity—with just the soft glow 
of the candles. 


Mrs. Ames. Well, all right, if that is what you 
want. 


(HE PERFECT GENTLEMAN a1 
(The DOOR bangs off r.c.) 


Mrs. Ames. That must be Robert now. 

Rosert. (Comes bouncing in x.c. He waves a 
letter) Here’s the mail—just one letter. (He shouts.) 

Marcaret. Well, you don’t need to burst our ear- 
drums. You might try to have a little dignity once 
in a while. 

Mrs. Ames. Let’s see the letter. 

Rosert. (Hands it to her. Making a face at Mar- 
GARET) Dignity, bah! You show so much yourself. 

Marcaret. Oh, shut up, you! 

Mrs. Ames. Hush, children! The letter is from 
Aunt Laura; I expect she’s had another operation. 
She never writes unless she’s had one to brag about. 

Rosert. (Looks at windows) Say, why all the 
gloom? Are we having a funeral or something? 

Mrs. Ames. Robert, don’t talk so. 

Rosert. Well, what’s the idea, anyway? 

Marcaret. If you must know, we are having a 
dinner party this evening. (With hands on hips, she 
turns away in disgust.) 

Rosert. Oh, a dinner party! (Mocking Mar- 
GARET’S aloofness; mocks MARGARET'S gestures ex- 
actly.) 

Marcaret. And I hope for once you can try— 
only try to be a gentleman. 

Rosert. (Bowing elaborately) Ah, indeed, Miss 
Ames, I’ll be glad to oblige such a delightful and 
charming lady as you. 

MarcarerT. Well, see that you do. 

Rosert. But I don’t see any need of putting the 
house in total darkness. (Hands in pockets, the boy 
again.) 

Marcaret. No, you wouldn’t see. 

Rosert. It looks terrible. 

Mrs, Ames. (Has been reading letter) I really 
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expected a letter from Alicia. I wonder if she might 
be coming home today. 

Marcaret. I hope not. 

Mrs. Ames. Why, Margaret! 

Rozert. A nice way to feel about your sister! 

MarcareT. Well, this is my dinner party, and if 
she comes home with all her college ways, she’ll— 
she’ll—well, she’ll spoil it all, I know. (Crosses room 
and throws herself on davenport and pounds the 
sofa pillows.) 

Rosert. Aw, she’s afraid Alicia will spoil her 
chances with Mr. Crawford. 

MarGaret. Oh, you shut up. 

Mrs. Ames. Now, Robert, just stop that. 

Rosert. Look how she talks to me—her brother. 
Do I tell her to shut up—no, I do not. 

Marcaret. You would if you dared—you mean. 
But you'd better act right tonight, or PII—TIl— 

Rosert. You'll what? (Goading her.) 

MarGareT. You'll see. 

Mrs. Ames. Yes, Robert, do try to be on your 
best behavior tonight. Right now you run to town 
and get me some lettuce. 

Rozsert. Well, for crying out loud! I was just 
down town. 

Maracaret. Well, it is only one block to the store. 

Mrs. Ames. I didn’t realize that the lettuce was 
so wilted, so you get a fresh head—and hurry. You 
have to clean up. 

Rosert. Oh, all right. (Hands in pockets, slowly 
turns toward R.c. door.) 

Mrs. Ames, And you had better get dressed, 
Margaret. Then you can fix the salad when Robert 
gets back. (Goes out L.) 

Marcaret. Do hurry, Bob. 


Rosert. Who's doing this? (MarGaret starts to 
door x. Roser chants) 
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Oh, Margaret Elaine is her name. 

She loves Mr. Crawford the same, 

But the poor man ain’t to blame. 

(Marecaret turns and reaches for a pillow.) 

I think it a perfect shame! 

(Rosert hurries to the x.c. door and turns for a 
parting shot just as he is outside the door) 

Now don’t you see what I claim? 
(Marcaret throws the pillow but he is gone. She 
goes into bedroom and slams the door. RoBert, off- 
sage) Hi, Alicia! Mom’s looking for you, and Mar- 
garet’s sure tickled you are coming. 


(Aticta enters R.c. She is quiet and dignified. She 
is a contrast to MARGARET 1m actions as well as 
in coloring. She has light hair and blue eyes. 
She is dressed neatly; perhaps a tailored suit.’ 
Auicia puts her bag by the bedroom door, takes 
off her hat and gloves as she crosses to the 
kitchen.) 


Axicta. Oh, Mother, are you there? 

Mrs. Ames. (Enters uw. hurriedly, drying her 
hands on her apron) Alicia! I was just saying that 
I thought you’d be home this week-end since we had 
no letter from you today. (They kiss each other.) 

AuiciaA. Can’t come next week or the next on ac- 
count of big parties, so I decided I'd better come 
now. 

Mrs. Ames. That is fine. How were exams this 
week? 

Auicta. Oh, not bad. But why all the gloom—and 
the table is all set. (Looks around.) 

Mrs. Ames. Margaret is having Mr. Crawford, 
the new Chemistry teacher, out to supper—dinner— 
tonight. 

Auicia. (With a shrug) I suppose she has a crush 
on him now—poor fellow. 
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Mrs. Ames. Now, that’s what Robert says—but 
then her crushes don’t last long. You know how she 
is. 

Autcta. She will get over it. | Changes the subject) 
What’s been doing in the old town this week? 

Mrs. Ames. Nothing much. I went to Aid 
Wednesday. Mrs. Horton had a Kensington last 
week. Did I tell you the Darkins had the whooping 
cough, and she let those kids run all over the neigh- 
borhood ? 

AuiciaA. Oh, well, you didn’t expect anything bet- 
ter from her, did you? 

Mrs. Ames. Well, I kept Robert right at home 
after school hours and then that oldest Darkin boy 
came clear over here to our gate and was talking to 
Robert. 

Axicia. You shouldn’t let such people get you all 
riled up, Mother. They aren’t worth it. 

Mrs. Ames. I have a right to get riled up if they 
bring the whooping cough right up to our house. I 
don’t want Robert to get it. I went right out there 
and told him to go right home and stay there or I 
would call the health officer. (Goes to kitchen door) 
I must see about the chicken. (E-vrits L.) 

Marcaret. (Comes rushing in rR. She has changed 
to a pretty, girlish frock which is becoming to her 
but which she obviously hates) 1 thought I heard 
your voice. (To Axicta) Has mother told you the 
glorious news? Mr. Crawford is coming to dinner 
this evening. He is simply wonderful. (She gushes.) 

Auicta. Oh, Margaret, don’t show your feelings 
so plainly. (Picks up her bag.) 

_Maraaret. Well, he is simply wonderful. He took 
his work at Concord, but he did some work at State 
last summer towards his Master’s. He probably 
knows some of your Profs there. 


Auicta, No doubt. I suppose I had better dress up 
a bit if you are to have a guest. 


aa. 
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Marcaret. Well, don’t you dare put on that back- 
less evening dress. Mother said it wouldn’t be good 
taste for a family dinner. 

AuiciA. It wouldn’t be good taste for you to wear 
such a dress. 

Marcaret. Oh, yes, you think I’m a kid too. 

Auicra. You aren’t much older than Bob. (Starts 
to R. door.) 

Marcaret. And that reminds me—will you work 
on that scamp and persuade him to act a wee bit 
grown up tonight? 

Axicia, I'll speak to him, but I doubt if it helps. 
(Exits R.) 

Marcaret. (Picks up her Chemistry book from 
the davenport and fondly hugs it to her) Ah, Chem- 
istry! (She opens the book and starts reading) Let’s 
see, acetic acid, CH,COOH;, propionic acid, 
CH,COOH, and foramide is HCONH,. (She sighs 
deeply, then puts the Chemistry book on small table 
at end of davenport, giving it a loving pat. Goes to 
dining table and starts checking over the plates and 
talking) Mother there, Bob there, Alicia there, I’ll 
sit here, and Mr. Crawford there so I can look at ' 
him, but—that will put him next to Alicia. Oh, dear, 
but I guess it can’t be helped. 

Mrs. Ames. What did you say? I had the water 
running and couldn’t hear. 

Marcaret. Oh, nothing. I was just checking over 
the plates and talking to myself. 

Mrs. Ames. What time did you tell Mr. Crawford 
to come? 

Marcaret. I said about six. 

Mrs. Ames. Heavens, he will soon be here. (A 
DOOR slams.) There’s Robert again. 

Marcaret. Do make Bob clean up some. 

Rosert. (Enters x.c.) Here’s your old lettuce. 

Mrs, Ames, Thanks, Did you get a nice fresh 
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head? (Looks in sack) Yes, it’s fine. Now run along 
and put on a clean shirt. 

Marcaret. And a tie. 

Rosert. Oh, gee whillickers, I’m O.K. I look fine. 

Marcaret. You do not. 

Mrs. Ames. (Starts to kitchen) Margaret, be sure 
to see that there are some guest towels in the bath- 
room. Mr. Crawford may want to wash up. 

~ Marcaret. I’ll wait until Bob has washed, or he’ll 

use them all. 

Rosert. Says you! 

Marcaret. Well, I know what a mess you usually 
leave in there. 

Rosert. It isn’t any worse than all that powder 
and lipstick you leave around. 

Marcaret. And the ring of dirt you leave on the 
bathtub. 

Rosert. What about the wave-set stuff you spill 
all over the place? 

Marcaret. Oh, hush, you little shrimp! 

Mrs. Ames. Children, please! 

Bos, And now she starts calling me names. 

Marcaret. Well, you started it. 

Rosert. Why, I did not. 

Marcaret. You did. 

Mrs. Ames. (Steps forward) Now, that will be 
just enough of that. You calm down—both of you. 

Marcaret. (Still angry) Well— 

Rosert. (Sulky) Well— 

Axicia. (Enters r. She wears a long frock that 
accents her stateliness and dignity) What is this? 

Rosert. Oh, she’s accusing me of leaving the 
bathroom full of dirty towels. 

Mrs. Ames. Well, let that rest now. (She gets a 
towel from buffet) Here. (Hands Marcaret a hand 


towel elaborately trimmed with crocheted lace) Put 
this in the bathroom, 
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Marcaret. (Opens it up full length to show all 
the crocheting) Heavens! Look at this. 

Auicta. Where on earth did that come from, 
Mother? 

Mrs. Ames. You’ve been wanting to have things 
nice for Mr. Crawford, and that is the prettiest guest 
towel I have. I made that for my hope chest when I 
was a girl. 

Marcaret. It certainly looks it. 

Aticia. It’s atrocious. 

Rosert. Let me see. (He takes the towel.) 

Mrs. Ames. I don’t see anything so terrible about 
it. (She is hurt) I like it, and I worked many hours 
on it. ; 

Marcaret. It looks too hicky. Everything is plain 
and modernistic these days. 

Auxicta. I wish you’d get some of those towels 
with black borders. 

Ropert. Well, heck, I think this towel is O.K., 
and you girls have hurt Mother’s feelings. (Starts 
to bedroom door) Vl put this towel in the bathroom. 
(Sings “Oh, Margaret Elaine is her name,” etc. 
Marearet chases him, and he hurriedly exits Rr.) 

Mrs. Ames. Now I must get back to the kitchen. 
Alicia, you can help me, as Margaret had better 
watch for her guest. 

Marearet. Do hurry and get things ready so we 
can be seated here all casual-like when he comes. 

Mrs. Ames. Who can be casual and try to get a 
dinner ready? There is always a lot to do at the last 

minute. 

Marcaret. Well, we don’t want him to think we 
are making a great fuss over him. Alicia, you sit 
over there on the davenport and be reading. 
Mother can go to the door with me to greet him, and 
Bob can sit in the big chair there. (Pointing Lt.) 

Azicia. I can’t imagine Bob sitting still for very 
long. 
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MARGARET. Well, he’d better. Oh, that makes me 
think. (She dashes to x. door) Bob—come here. 

Rozert. (Offstage) I’m changing my shirt, 

MarcaretT. Do hurry. (She dashes to R.c. door 
and looks out to see if Mr. CRAWFORD is coming. 
Then goes to x. door) Hurry! Bob! 

Rosert. (Enters. He has his shirt off and is 
carrying a clean one and a tie) Where’s the fire? 

Marcaret. Get your shirt on. 

Rosert. What do you think I’m doing? 

Autcra. Margaret wants to rehearse you. 

Rosert. What do I need rehearsing for? 

Mrs. Ames. Do hurry, Margaret. I must look 
after the food. 

Marcaret. Well, you stand there, Mother. (Indi- 
cating upstage c.) Sit on the davenport, Alicia. 
(Axicra does so.) And Bob, you sit in the chair. 
(She pushes him in the direction of L. chair.) 

Rosert. (Stumbles) Well, heck, you don’t need to 
get rough. 

MarcaretT. (With a hasty glance toward R.c. 
door) Mother and I will greet him—and then, Bob, 
you speak—but stay there! Then I'll introduce 
Alicia. Then Bob and Alicia can talk to him while 
Mother and I put the dinner on—and then when I 
nod to you, Bob, you say, “Dinner is served, Mr. 
Crawford.” 

Ropert. Aw, heck! What for? 

MarGcaret. Well, you do it. 

Rosert. It sounds silly. 

Marcaret. You do it or I'll tell Mr. Crawford 
your middle name—Robert E. Ames. 

Ropert. (Jumps up excitedly) You do and I'll 
murder you! 

Mrs. Ames. Children, such talk! 

Rosert. She’d better not tell him. 

Mrs, Ames. Now what is wrong with your middle 


THE PERFECT GENTLEMAN 19 


name? I think Ethelbert is a nice name. It was my 
oldest brother’s name. 

Ropert. Well, I don’t want the kids at school to 
know it. They would call me a Ethelbert. 

Auicia. What is “a Ethelbert’? 

Rosert. Well, they call Willie Hawkins a Ethel- 
bert ’cause he’s such a sissy. . 

Marcaret. Oh, well, forget it. Just behave your- 
self, and I won’t tell. Now sit down—everything will 
be quiet and sedate. 

Auicia. (With a sigh) Oh, dear, all this for a 
Chemistry Prof. I loathed mine when I was in high 
school. 

Marcaret. Well, this one is different. Wait until 
you see Mr. Crawford. 

Rosert. Yes, wait. 

Mrs. Ames. Well, can I go back in the kitchen 
now? (Looking at table) I’ve forgotten to put on 
the relish and the jelly. (She starts to exit L.) 

Rosert. (Has his shirt on and all buttoned except 
the neck band) Here, Mom, button this, will your 
(He starts to follow her.) 

MarcaretT. Here, Bob, before you get away—you 
practice that “Dinner is served.” 


(Mrs. AMEs exits L. and leaves them to it.) 


Rosert. (Objecting) Oh, heck! (He comes back 
slowly.) 

Marcaret. Hurry up and get it over. 

Rosert. (As if taking a bad pill) Well—dinner is 
served. 

Marcaret. (Prompting him) “Mr. Crawford.” 

Ropert. Mr. Crawford. 

Marearet. Well, just fair, but go on and get your 
shirt buttoned and put your tie on. 


(Rozsert hastily exits 1.) 
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Marcaret. (Turns to Aricia and with a shrug) 
I’m afraid he is hopeless. 

Aticta. Why bother about him? Mr. Crawford 
probably knows boys. 

Marcaret. Well, I would like to make a good im- 
pression with my family. Mr. Crawford is so quiet 
and proper. 

Aticia. Perhaps you’ve never seen him outside 
the school room. 

Rosert. (Enters from L. His shirt is buttoned, 
but the tie is just hung around his neck. He carries 
a small relish dish filled with olives) How would I 
do for a waiter, Margaret? (He holds dish high with 
both hands—advances to c., not watching where he 
is going and stumbles and falls all sprawled oust 
right in c. of the room. He still holds the dish, but 
the olives have bounded in all directions.) 

Margaret. (With a groan) Oh, Bob! Such awk- 
wardness ! 

Axicia. All over the floor! You’d better hurry 
and get those olives picked up. 

Rosert. (Picking himself up—still holding the 
empty dish in both hands) I saved the dish, anyway. 

Marcaret. Get those olives. Hurry. We'll have to 
raise the shades to see them. (She raises the shades.) 

Mrs. Ames. (Enters L.) What on earth has hap- 
pened ? 

Axicia, Oh, Robert spilled the olives. 

Mrs. Ames. Now I'll have to open some pickles. 

Marcaret. The idea is to get the olives off the 
floor before Mr. Crawford arrives. 


(ALL get down on hands and knees, looking for 
olives. Rospert is c. He eats those he finds. 
Auicta is in front of davenport and MARGARET 
by the library table. Mrs. AMES is upstage L. 
Aut are busy and do not notice a KNOCK on 
the screen door off up x. The KNOCK is re- 
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peated, but still no one heard it. Business of 
Rosert stuffing olives in his mouth.) 


Marcaret. Don’t eat those dirty olives, Bob. 

Rosert. Aw, I wipe off the dirt. (Business of 
wiping olives on side of his trousers.) 

Auicia. (With disgust) For heaven’s sake, 
Robert! 


(Ropert stuffs several more in his mouth. Mr. 
CRAWFORD has opened the door and advances 
into the room, since no one paid any attention 
to his knock. He 1s shy and quiet, fairly good- 
looking but not handsome. This is his first year 
out of college and his first teaching job.) 


CrawForp. Did something—happen? 

Rosert. (Stands up, gulps down olives hurriedly 
—but still has the seeds in his mouth) Oh, we just 
spilled some olives. (Turns to Marcaret) Here is 
Mr. Crawford, Margaret. 

Marcaret. (Stands up. Very much fussed) Oh, 
how-do-you-do? 

Mrs. Ames. (Is up too) We are glad to see you, 
Mr. Crawford. 

CrawForp. Thank you, Mrs. Ames. It was nice of 
you to ask me here to supper. 

Rosert. This is my big sis, Alice—I mean Alicia. 
She is going to college. 

CrawrForp. (Crosses to Atic1A) How do you do, 
Miss Ames? Do you go to State? 

Autcia. (Is standing by the davenport) How do 
you do? Won’t you sit down? (Indicates davenport) 
I’m a sophomore at State. 

Mrs. Ames. Please excuse me, Mr. Crawford. 

Crawrorp. (With hardly a glance) Certainly, 
Mrs, Ames. 
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(She hurries out x.) 


Marcaret. I'll help you, Mother. (She watches, 
but Mr. CrawrForp doesn’t glance her way, so she 
shrugs her shoulders and goes out L.) 

CrawForp. I attended State last summer. (He 
sits on davenport) Are you taking any Chemistry? 

Aticia. Oh, yes. I’m majoring in “Home Ec.,” so 
I’m taking a lot of Chemistry. I had Doctor King 
for lectures and West for Lab. all last year. 

CrawForp. King is grand, isn’t he? 

Autcta. I like him, but I had to take Brubaker 
this year in Organic Chemistry. 

Crawrorp. He knows his stuff though. 


(RoBert is sprawled out flat on the floor, getting 
lives from under the large chair L. MARGARET 
enters, puts glasses of water on the table and 
then comes down stage to ROBERT.) 


MarGAaretT. Bob—please get up. (She motions for 
him to get into the chair. Avtc1a and Mr. Craw- 
FORD are conversing enthusiastically and don’t 
notice.) Robert Ethelbert Ames. (She speaks the 
words softly but with great vengeance through her 
teeth) You had better behave. (Starts to leave.) 

Rosert. O.K., sweet sister! “Margaret Elaine is 
her name—” (He is silent and crouches back in 
chair as she turns on him and glares. He panto- 
mimes to keep still and he will behave.) 

Marcaret. (Turns to Artcta) Excuse me, Alicia, 
but Mother wants you a minute. Perhaps Robert 
will entertain Mr. Crawford. 

Autcta, Oh, surely! Excuse me, Mr. Crawford. 
(She rises and crosses to c.) 

Crawrorp. (Rises, too) Certainly, Miss Ames. 
(She and MarGaret exit L. and Mr. CRAWFORD sits 
down again) Well, Bob, how’s school? 
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Rosert. Just terrible! 

CrawForp. Well, that’s too bad. Probably you 
don’t like school. 

Rosert. Well, heck, not much. Ain’t any use. 
Look at what school has made out of Marg and 
Alice. 

CrawForp. They seem like pretty nice girls. 

Rosert. Well, they used to be different and would 
play baseball with a fellow. It was lots of fun. Why, 
we had a neighborhood team. I'll show you the pic- 
ture. (Goes to buffet—lower drawer—and gets a 
picture) We useta have a swell gang around here. 

CrawForp. Did Alicia play too? 

Rosert. (Going to him) Oh, sure. She was a good 
first baseman. (Hands picture to him) There’s 
Alicia in the front row—with overalls on. ; 

Crawrorp. She has changed a lot. 

RosertT. I should say she has. (With a sudden 
thought) Maybe you'd like to see her baby pictures. 
(Goes to buffet again) Here is her baby book. (Re- 
turns to davenport carrying a baby book.) 

CrawForD. Maybe she wouldn’t want us to look 
at that. 

Rosert. Oh, Mom’s always showing it to some- 
one. (Turns pages) See, here is her birth certificate. 
And here is her health record. She weighed seven 
pounds at birth and twenty-one pounds at one year. 

CrawForpD. Real good gain! (Seriously.) 

Rosert. (Turning pages) She got her first tooth 
at seven months. 

CRAWFORD. Well, well! 

Ropert. Oh, here’s a picture of her first sunbath. 
(Reading from picture) “Three months old.” (With 
a laugh) .Kinda lacking clothes, ain’t she? (Mar- 
GARET and Aticia enter L. with dishes and put them 
on the table during this speech. Rosertr and Mr. 
CRAWFORD don’t notice, as they are engrossed in the 
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book.) But they couldn’t wear clothes to take a sun- 
bath, could they? 

CrawForp. Well, hardly! 

Rogert. Bet Alicia never won any beauty prizes 
at that age. 

Auicia. (Turns at the mention of her name and 
rushes to the back of the davenport) Robert Ames! 
(Reaches over and grabs the book from him) How 
dare you! 

Rosert. Well, I was just entertaining Mr. Craw- 
ford as Margaret said I was to do. 

Auicra. But where did you get this book? 

Rosert. In the buffet. Mom shows it to company 
sometimes. 

Auicia. Well, I don’t want you showing it off. 

CrAwForpD. (Siands, attempting to make peace) 
You see, Miss Ames, I’m sorry if you object. Robert 
meant well. 

Marcaret. Robert, why didn’t you entertain Mr. 
Crawford with an account of your middle name? 
(With that she flounces out L., followed by ALIcta 
with the book.) 

CrawForD. What is your middle name, Robert? 
(Sits down.) 

Rosert. (Stumbling for words) Well, er, you 
see— (Hands in pockets and kicking his toes into 
the carpet) I—er—was named for the great general, 
Robert E. Lee: 

CrawrForp. That is fine. 


(MarGaret enters L. with another dish for the 
table.) 


Rosert. Robert E. Lee was a fine soldier. I’m a 
Southern sympathizer too. 

Marcaret. Huh, Robert doesn’t even know 
whether Lee was a Northern or a Southern general. 

Rosert, I do too. 
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Marcaret. And you don’t know what Lee’s mid- 
dle name was. 

Ropert. Well, do you? 

Marearet. No, I don’t. (She exits t.) 

Rosert. Do you knew, Mr. Crawford? 

CrawForp. Well, no, I don’t believe I do. I’m 
not much of a history student, but I believe the his- 
tory books always called him Robert E. Lee. 

Rogpert. Maybe nobody knows. 

- CrawForp. Perhaps someone can get a master’s 
degree by writing a thesis on the subject. 

Rosert. I don’t know about that, but if Lee and 
me want to keep our middle names a secret, I guess 
we got a right to. 

CRAWFORD. Oh, surely, not a bad idea. 

Mrs. Ames. (Enters t.) I expect you would like 
to wash up a bit, Mr. Crawford. 

CrawrForp. (Rises) Yes, I would, Mrs. Ames. I 
had to stay late at the laboratory to get some experi- 
ments ready for tomorrow, so I came directly here. 

Mrs. Ames. You show him to the bathroom, 
Robert, please. 

Rosert. Sure, Mom! (Crosses to x.) This way, 
Mr. Crawford. 


(Rosert exits x. followed by Mr. CrawForp. Mrs. 
Ames surveys the table; Aticta and MARGARET 


enter from the kitchen.) 


Auicia. Where are they? 
Mrs. Ames. I had Robert take him to the bath- 


room so he could wash up. 
MarcareT. That Robert—he has spoiled every- 


thing. 
Axicia. A fine spectacle he made of me—show- 
ing off my baby book. 


(Ropert enters R.) 
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Marcaret. (Goes toward him) Aren’t you a fine 
one? 

Rozert. (Blinks; looks innocent) Now what have 
T done? 

Marcaret. Oh, nothing—spilled olives and then 
sprawled out over the whole floor hunting them 
even after Mr. Crawford got here. 

Autcia. And showing off my baby book, of all 
things. 

Marcaret. Now, listen, Mister, you still have a 
chance to redeem yourself. 

Rosert. How? 

Marcaret. You announce dinner and do it nicely 
and I'll forgive you for these other things. 

Rosert. Very nice of you, I’m sure. 

Marcaret. A fine impression Mr. Crawford is 
getting of our family. Now don’t make it any worse. 
Auicia. Hush, he’ll be coming back. 

MarGareT. Come out in the kitchen and I'll re- 
hearse you some more. (MARGARET and ROBERT 
exit L.) 

Mrs. Ames. Things will be ready in a very few 
minutes now. (She exits i.) 


(Axicta crosses to small table L. and spies one 
more olive—leans over to pick it up.) 


Crawrorp. (Enters x.) Still finding olives? 

Aticta. Oh, yes, there must have been thousands 
of them. (Laughs) Mother says dinner will soon be 
ready. In the meantime, don’t you want to see the 
view from our front porch? We can see across the 
river. That is one advantage of a hilly town. (She 
moves toward R.c. door. He follows.) 

Crawrorp. I think the town is very picturesque. 
(They exit R.c.) 


(Marcaret and Rosert enter from the kitchen.) 


”. 
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Marearet. Oh, Mr. Crawford, have you seen—? 
(Stops short) Where are they? 

Roser. Flew the coop, I guess. (Goes to r.c. door 
and looks out. Comes back) There they are. Sitting 
on the porch railing—looking quite. interested in 
each other. 

MarGaret. Oh, shut up, you! (She goes and 
looks out R.c. Comes back to c.) I knew she’d do it. 
(Crosses to small table at end of davenport and 
picks up a Chemistry book) Chemistry! Huh! I 
don’t believe I care a lot for it. Rather messy stuff 
for a girl. (Throws Chemistry book on davenport 
in disgust.) 

Rosert. (Throws himself in big chair Lt.) You 
might try Spanish and talk Mom into a trip down to 
South Africa. 

Marcaret. South America, silly! 

Rosert. Oh, well, what’s the dif? 

Marcaret. I know—I’ll specialize in English and 
learn all the beautiful poems about lost loves. 

Rosert. Say, do all English teachers get to look- 
ing like Miss Swartz? 

Marcaret. Where’s that English book? (Looks 
on end table) I want the sad poem about Arthur and 
Gueneviere. Her body is put on a bier and floated 
down the river. (Turns pages) Here it is. (Reads a 
few lines from the poem) 

“Lying, robed in snowy white 
That loosely fell to left and right— 
That leaves upon her falling light 
Thrw’ the noises of the night 
She floated down to Camelot.” 

Rosert. Say, what about dinner? 

Marcaret. Dinner! (With a shrug) I’m not 
hungry. (She reads some more of the poem) 

“And as the boat-head wound along 
The willowy hills and fields among, 


28 THE PERFECT GENTLEMAN 


They heard her sing her last song, 
The lady of Shalott.” 

Rozert. Oh, I know a better poem than that, and 

T made it up. 
“Margaret Elaine is her name, 
She’s in love with Miss Swartz the same,” etc. 

Marcaret. (Speaking theesame time as ROBERT 
shouts his poem) 

“Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly, 
Til her blood was frozen slowly, 
And her eyes were darken’d wholly, 
Turned to tower’d Camelot.” 
(MarGareET continues to read her poem and goes 
slowly out R. RoBERT was all prepared to dodge and 
is surprised that she pays no attention to him, He 
finishes his poem and then shrugs his shoulders and 
starts to exit L.) 

Mrs. Ames. (Meeting him at Lt. door) Carry in 
this jelly, Robert, and don’t fall again. 

Rogpert. (Takes the jelly in a compote) Well, 
heck, you act like I did it on purpose last time. 

Mrs. Ames, (Enters, carrying a bowl of food) 
Well, that is an antique dish you have now and I 
don’t want it broken. My mother had that when she 
started housekeeping. 

Rosert. (With exaggerated cautiousness, finally 
reaches table and puts dish down) Well, I got it 
there safe. 

Mrs. Ames. Now, where are those girls? 

Rosert. Well, Alicia is out on the porch looking 
moon-eyed at Mr. Crawford. 

Mrs. Ames. Better tell her to come in. 

Rosert. (Goes to r.c. door and calls sweetly) 
Alicia, Mother wants to see you. (Pauses) Alicia! ° 
(Comes down c.) She won’t pay any attention. 

Mrs. Ames, (At the table) Well, where is Mar- 
garet? 


THE PERFECT GENTLEMAN 29 


Roszert. She went to her bedroom reading some 
old poetry. 

Mrs. Ames. She might be helping me. 

Rosert. Oh, she said she wasn’t hungry. 

Mrs. Ames. (Disgusted—comes c.) Well, what 
a family! Here I work all day on a dinner and when 
it’s ready I can’t get anyone here. 

Rosert. I’m here. 

Mrs. Ames. Oh, those girls! (Sits down in chair 
L.) And I’m so tired, too. (Wipes her face with her 
apron.) 

Rosert. I know you are, Mom. Margaret and 
Alicia don’t appreciate how hard you work. All 
they can do is to pick on me. They have been fuss- 
ing and yelling about making a perfect gentleman 
out of me, but what have they thought of their own 
actions. Instead of helping you, Alicia is looking 
goo-goo-eyed at Mr. Crawford out there. (Ges- 
tures) And Margaret is mad because Mr. Crawford 
is interested in Alicia: she throws her Chemistry 
book away and goes off to read poetry. A gentle- 
man! Huh! They might try being gentlemen—er— 
I mean ladies first. (He puts hands in his pockets 
and struts back and forth) And they even want me 
to play butler—imagine me being silly enough to 
say—(Smirking with exaggerated style )—“Dinner 
is served, Mr. Crawford.” (He bows low) Huh! 
I'll show them.Try to reform me, will they! Well, I 
don’t need reforming, huh, “Dinner is served.” 
(Paces some more.) 

Mrs. Ames. Oh, the dinner. What will we do? It 
will all be cold. 

Rosert. I’ll get them in here. You go take the 
chicken up. (He goes to his mother and pulls her up 
and starts her toward the kitchen) Now take it easy, 


Mom. 
Mrs, Ames. I will, Robert. You’re a sweet boy. 


(She exits i.) 
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Rosert. (Comes back to c.) A gentleman! Well, 
I didn’t gain anything by trying, so I'll quit trying. 
‘Pulls at tie) And V'll be comfortable. (Takes off 
tie) Now for Miss Alicia. (He goes to door) Alicia! 
(He yells it out in a terrible screech.) 

Auicia. Heavens, Bob, what is it? 

Rosert. Come in here. (Still screeching.) 

Aticta. You don’t need to yell. I heard you. 

Rosert. Well, you didn’t before. (He turns back 
into room) Now for Margaret. (Exits R.) 


(Axicra enters R.c., followed by Mr. CRAWFORD.) 


Autcta. I’m sorry Bob got so noisy. 

CrawForp. He’s just a good lively boy 

Auicia. He can be quite a hoodlum. 

CrawrForp. I like him. You know, I like your 
home a lot. You are all so wholesome. You know 
teachers get terribly lonesome—after rooming 
houses and boarding houses, it’s nice to come into a 
good comfortable home. 

Auicia. I never thought of it that way. 

CrawrForp. You will some day if you ever teach. 
Why—I nearly broke down and cried when I 
washed my hands and saw that lovely towel for me 
to use. It had lace on it, and that exemplified some- 
thing—a welcome and hominess. It made me feel so 
good. 

Auicta. You liked that? 

CrawForb, Did I? Well, landladies don’t give us 
towels with lace. Just plain ones. So that towel made 
me downright homesick. 

Autcta. I hope you will come over often. 

CrawForp. Oh, I will—if I’m invited, 

Auicia. I think Margaret will see to that. 

Crawrorb. Do you get home often? 

Auicta. I could come home every week. I’m so 
close, and it’s as cheap 
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Crawrorp. (Coming closer to her) Then I hope 
you will come often. 

Auicta. I could come next week and the next. 
There are some parties, but they don’t amount to 
much. 

CrawrForp. Oh, that will be grand. 

Auicia. And you can come over to our spring 
formal. 

Crawrorp. Surely, Alicia. 

Atticia. Perhaps I should tell you that my name 
is really Alice, but I changed it to Alicia. 

Crawrorp. And I like Alicia. It suits you. (Tak- 
ing her hand.) 

Rosert. (Bursts into the room. Sees them and 
coughs loudly to let them know he is there) Well, 
heck! 


(Aticia and Mr. CRAwForD move apart in evident 
confusion. ) 


Mrs. Ames. (Enters from L. with big platter of 
fried chicken) Did you find Margaret, Robert? 


(Attica crosses to big chair at t.) 


Rosert. Did I! And wait until you see her. She 
said she didn’t want to come, but I made her. 
(WARN Curtain.) 


(Marearet enters. She is wearing a smock and tam 
and carries a framed oul painting she has taken 
off the wall.) 


Aticta. Well, Margaret! 

Mrs. Ames. What is the idea? 
Rosert. She is going in for art now. 
Auicta. Oh, Heavens, another crush! 
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Mrs. Ames. What are you doing with that oil 
painting Aunt Nell gave me? 

Marcaret. I’m studying it, Mother. The colors 
are gorgeous. I’m going to take up art and specialize 
in landscape. It will take many long years of hard 
work, but I’m going to devote my life to it. 

Rozert. How do you know you can paint? 

Marcaret. (Holding the picture out and judging 
it critically) Oh, I know I have a flair for art. Miss 
Archer said I was doing fine work in Art II class. 
T love it. I’ll fix up my room for a studio. (Turns to 
her mother) Do you suppose I could have a sky- 
light put in, Mother? 

Mrs. Ames. Oh, Heavens, why bother about that 
now. (Motions to Rozpert) But, come, Robert has 
an announcement. (Mother takes off her apron.) 

Rosert. (Clears his throat) Well, heck—er— 
(He pauses, moves c. and then with great empha- 
sis) The soup’s on, Mr. Crawford. 


(Mrs. Ames throws her arms up in despair. ALICIA 
and Marcaret drop in chairs. Ropert looks 
from one to the other, enjoying himself. CRAw- 
FORD goes to Ropert and puts arm about his 
shoulders. They move to the table arm in arm. 
Mrs. AmMEs goes to her place. With shrugs of 
their shoulders, MARGARET and Axicta look at 


each other, then rise and start toward the table 
as—) 
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